KABLOONA
One day he made up his mind. It was evening, his family
were there, and the old man spoke.
Trepare the rope/ he said to his wife.
Nobody stirred. They were all like this, and it was true of all
of them that once an Eskimo had made up his mind there was
no dissuading him from his decision. Not a word was said. The
dutiful wife came forward with a rope made of seal. A noose
made in it never slips.
Two children crawled noiselessly out to spread the news
through the camp.
In the igloo the old man fashioned a running noose. With a
single jerk the thing was done. Seated on the edge of the iglerk,
his face bent down to the ground, he had strangled himself, and
his body lay slack. No one would touch it. They would leave
it as it was, and strike camp to escape the evil spirit that had
possessed this man. The next day they were gone and the igloos
stood empty in the white expanse.
I was struck by two separate elements in this suicide. One
was the element of mental ill-health, of neurosis, in these primi-
tive men. The other was the element of individual liberty, the
respect for personality displayed by the community. The
lengths to which this non-interference went, were, as the story
of the suicide indicates, total; but even in little things it was
surprising. For example, you asked an Eskimo the name of his
hunting partner, and he might very well not tell it to you. What
the hunting partner — a friend of twenty years — chose to call
himself in his relations with the Kabloona was strictly his own
affair. It might be a name quite different from that by which
his friends knew him. Actually, each of these Eskimos had three
names: the one given him at birth, the name used by his friends,
and the name he gave to the white man. And he might take a
fourth name at any moment, for any reason, without notice.
(Incidentally, a man might bear a woman's name, or a woman
a man's: it made no difference, for an infant was named less to
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